RALPH    RASHLEIGH
resembled those of Foxley, the dead bushranger, who, grin-
ning horribly, made as if to strangle the lonely sleeper.
Next he dreamt that he was at Marshall's cottage paying
successful court to Jane Bates, when the door was flung open
and McClashin, accompanied by Hennessey, rushed in and
shot the girl dead, and were dragging him out when he
awoke oppressed by an indefinable sense of dread. Try as
he would to fall asleep again, he could not*
Fear of some calamity impending dominated his con-
sciousness, until at last it drove him from his lair towards
the cavern to see if anything were amiss there. As he came
in sight of the opening, he was surprised to see the glow of a
fire, which lit up the surrounding rocks for yards around.
His first thought was that the blacks had surprised his sleep-
ing companions, and, having set fire to his improvised hedge,
were lying in wait for the fugitives to emerge confused with
sleep, to spear them before they were properly awake.
He cocked his piece and crept stealthily forward and saw
McClashin stooping down to add fuel to the fire, while
Hennessey was looking puzzled as he bent over the spot
where Rashleigh had first lain down. A shiver ran down
his spine as he realized the significance of their actions.
'That beggar Rashleigh isn't anywhere in the damned
place,' he heard Hennessey say in a tone of baffled rage*
'Well, never mind him now/ answered McClashin, "we
can do him in when he does come. Let's settle the other two/
Rashleigh stole quickly forward until he was quite close
to Hennessey, who was now bending over Owen. There was
a muffled shriek and the gleam of a blood-stained knife in
Hennessey's hand, and, before Rashleigh could act, the
murder had been done. The Irishman rose and turned to
find the muzzle of Rashleigh's musket within a yard of his
head. His howl of terror was drowned by the noise of the
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